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were instantly lighted. The wood crackled in the furnaces
and dense smoke issued from the gigantic trunk of the
elephant, which was uplifted high among the boughs of the
great trees.
Several parties of natives approached; then a general
movement took place in the crowd. The people pressed
closer round us. Those in the foremost rank threw up
their arms in the air, stretched them towards the elephant,
bowed down, knelt, cast themselves prostrate on the
ground, and distinctly manifested the most profound
adoration.
There we stood beneath the verandah, very anxious to
know what this display of fanaticism would lead to.
McNeil joined us, and looked on in silence. Banks took
his place with Storr in the howdah, from which he could
direct every movement of Behemoth.
By four o'clock steam was up. The noise made by the
engine was, of course, taken by the Hindoos for the angry
trumpeting of an elephant belonging to a supernatural
race. ' Storr allowed the steam to escape by the valves,
and it appeared to issue from the sides, and through the
skin of the gigantic quadruped.
"We are at high pressure."
"Go ahead, Banks," returned the colonel; "but be
careful; don't let us crush anybody."
It was almost day.   The road along the river bank was